TO-MORROW

when they got good coats, nobody could say against them, for
they had come fairly by them, and became them well perhaps
for that rason. So, not to be tiring you too much, we went on
from good to better, and better to best; and if it pleased God
to question me how it was we got on so well in the world, I
should answer, Upon my conscience, myself does not know;
except it be that we never made Saint Monday,1 nor never put
off till the morrow what we could do the day.7

I believe I sighed deeply at this observation, notwithstanding
the comic phraseology in which it was expressed.

6 But all this is no rule for a gentleman born/ pursued the
good-natured Barny, in answer, I suppose, to the sigh which I
uttered; c nor is it any disparagement to him if he has not
done as well in a place like America, where he had not the
means; not being used to bricklaying and slaving with his
hands, and striving as we did. Would it be too much liberty
to ask you to drink a cup of tea} and to taste a slice of my
good woman's bread and butter ? And happy the day we see
you eating it, and only wish we could serve you in any way
whatsoever.'

. I verily believe the generous fellow forgot, at this instant,
that he had redeemed my watch and wife's trinkets. He would
not let me thank him as much as I wished, but kept pressing
upon me fresh offers of service. When he found I was going
to leave America, he asked what vessel we should go in. I
was really afraid to tell him, lest he should attempt to pay for
my passage. But for this he had, as I afterwards found, too
much delicacy of sentiment. He discovered, by questioning
the captains, in what ship we were to sail; and, when we
went on board, we found him and his sons there to take leave
of us, which they did in the most affectionate manner; and,
after they were gone, we found in the state cabin, directed to
me, everything that could be useful or agreeable to us, as sea-
stores, for a long voyage.

How I wronged this man, when I thought his expressions
of gratitude were not sincere, because they were not made

1 Saint Monday, or Saint Crispin. It is a custom in Ireland, among
shoemakers, if they intoxicate themselves on Sunday, to do no work on
Monday, and this they call making a Saint Monday, or keeping: Saint
Crispin's day. Many have adopted this good custom from the example
of the shoemakers.
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